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were so harassed by their creditors aad landlord that he
offered to sell five-thousand-word stories for a dollar,
anything to get a few cents in his pocket. Though his
confidence was being sustained by the work he was doing,
there were periods when he suffered severe nervous attacks;
all the uncertainties buried deep in his system would rise
to tell him that the odds were too great, that he could never
succeed.

May was his first big month.   Town Topics published a
poem, "If I Were God One Hour," the Overland Monthly
ran the fourth of his Alaskan tales, "The Men of Forty
Mile," a lusty yarn, estimable for its rough Irish fighting and
humour, Orange Judd Farmer ran " On Furlough," and Mr.
Umbstaetter of The Black Cat finally printed "A Thousand
Deaths." Jack sat in his cramped, poorly lighted bedroom
with the four magazines opened at his contributions, run-
ning fingers like a comb through his tousled hair, his grey-
blue eyes sparkling with happiness.   What did it matter if
the house were cold from lack of heat, the larder empty, if
his cheeks were sunken and his clothes so shabby that he
no longer dared go into the Applegarth home for fear
Mabel's mother would see his destitution?  He and Flora
had a long tradition of starvation; they were sinewy people
who could endure on it where softer families would be
destroyed.   The steel of his character had been tempered
by hard usage; he had goaded himself into laughing in the
teeth of incredible hardship and dangers as a boy.   Should
he as a grown-up be any the less a Viking?  He had set
himself the most difficult task that any man could conceive;
all the more reason, then, to conquer it, for no adversary
less than the most formidable of all adversaries did he deem
worthy of his prowess.  As a boy he had forced himself to
invite and enjoy danger, yet it had not been an unnatural
forcing. He was in the true sense of the term a brave man,
even if he sometimes did have to romanticise that bravery.
Or so he told himself as he sat over his month's literary
haul in the humming-wall silence of Ms bedroom, a man
alone with his work.